2O6           THE   LADY  AND  THE   UNICORN
"How  would  you  feel  if  one of them  were
dark?"
"Rosa's perfectly fair."
"Her little sister's dark you said so.0
Stephen was silent and William said gently:
"And you don't really love her5 you know you
don't Stephen, though she may love you, poor
girl-"
"Then isn't it mean not to marry her?"
"Oh, don't talk like a schoolboy. Wouldn't it
be far meaner^ as you call it, to marry her and not
to love her. A nice time you'd give her. God's
patience, Stephen, you know quite well you only
want to marry her because you think we're trying
to stop you."
"And aren't you?"
"Yes, and it's extraordinarily decent of us,
Now shut up and go away. I want to read."
Stephen went into his room and sat on his bed,
and immediately all the eyes in his photographs
seemed to fix themselves on him; mother, father,
Janet, D., nannie, even Catherine, though she
was looking down at her glove.
There was not one particle of Rosa in his room,
he had nothing of her at all, she alone had never
tried to impress herself on him. How slight, how
fragile a hold she had taken, the least movement
and he could shake her off. It was as if, compared
to human hands, fairy fingers had touched him
and like a fairy touch it haunted him, it had gone
through his flesh to his bones. Among the
Williams, the Catherines, the other people, she